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HYSON TEA CLUB: By Horace Seymour Keller

Wherein the Beverage Is Seasoned with Brimstone.

: The Ideal Girl.

wE gullting wag over, the frames
hid heen carried to the atte, and
the doora barred against all mem-
bere of the meale sex. The Hysons
wers about to held one of thelr
saeszions, with one seat reserved for
an expected member. Penelope
Pugesley hail elected hersell years ago
president, reeident and +isltlng walking
delegnts of the Commiltes pf Dissemination
of Current Bvents, She was also secretary,
treagurer and main megol, chief cook and
bottle washer, and about everything elsa
in sight ia the line of officlal holdings. Penel-
ope had not reachead her present high alti-
tude without etruggling for it agalnst much
apposition, but ghe poseessed a wedge shaped
faee, with a hatchet chin and chisel nose,
Her halr was drawn down over her low
forehead and ler head was conieal—that
is, went up stroight from the nape of the
neck and ended at the hump of self-esteem,
upon which bristled & few lrgn gray hairs,
kept In place by a great horn eomb,

The fragrant aroma of tea filled the air,
and the members of the club, with gpoons
balunced, were reéady for the onslaught, ns
is the war horse when it smells burnt pow-
der.

“Sip! Sip! Bip!”

“Miss Hornblower, did you see how thatl
Enow =ivl kept cloge to the minlster last
night ufter the prayer meeting?"”

The Hysons are off!

foush viding over ploughed flelds, snag
topth, stump fence and ropky poads Is not
in the roce when the Hysons gallop lron
shisd to tho fleld of earnsge. Bvery eve ia
a-gleam with the frengy of Spandal, every
nostril 45 a-middver with the mervous dilata-
tian of the =pell of gaosslp, and every fist Ia
elénched, more hard, more firm, more potent
for paln infllcton than any maijled fst could
pussibly be.

“ves, and it was perfectly soandalous,
Wiy, 1 never even got a chanee to congratu-
late Lhe dear lttle man for flling my goul
with divine emotions."”

“8ip! 8ip! 8ipl”

This time the echo of war fell from two
pairs of lps A& Lwo palrs of eyes 3-;1._-.(;!"-311
piarcingly at the speaker, who Wids gazing
fnto her cup, vigerously working her spoon,
and wrapped In meditativeness. ARl the
lightninglike glances that shot _fl:r:m the
two palrs of eyes were mare basilisk than
the gliire of the reptitian monster of the Ghn,

sAnd T was sp anxious to impress upon
{he dear Mttle man's mind the wondarful
power his exqguisite words had aver 1tllm
heurt,”” Pensively the spea?sarﬁ::ei;:;;u er

o as she continued stirring her s .
mfl}?wr:f mfga;es moistenad two pairs of Iips;

no venomous adder ever thrust forth ils
farked tongue more rapldly. .
sinlips Puggaley, what do you suppose is

golnyr on at the Br.\wn..a? Thea curtains have
not been Weted to-day.”™ o B
the member of the HMys
h;fjmrslmiri;ﬁwk{:n before brought forth fresh
fruit for plucking, new fuel for bm'mﬁs;
Penalope Puggsley dropped her spoon to the
saycer with a clatier as she lifted her hands
fn horror: 4 glew of triumph passed over Ler
wodze shaped fnce and ghe .-emhh_ad an ugly
smile. Her eyes glittered with hidden fGres
that burned: in her bogom; her breath came
in gulck, shorl gasps 48 site tried to glve ut-
terance to the pent emotions that made her
thefll and quiver from hed to foot. Finally,
with & supreme effort, ghe opened her lips
and dld not speak at all! 8he only fixed
her eyes upon her oup and stivred, stirred,
dtirred, ag ghe nodded and wagged her coui-
il head wickedly. Her actiona were more
forcible than words, At last some calam-
itous tragedy of life has fallen upon the
Browns—and Penelppe 1s not sorry. They
had ever been averse (o her company, and
had failed to treat Mer with the respect due
ane of her high attalnments (pringipally-as
disseminator of current evants and fomenter
of troublesome gossip). The silence is hroken
and she lifts her wedge shaped face and
8aySI—

"?I always knew that trouble would come
In the enil to Elinda Brown and her fomily.
She has dlwaye Jooked over us and held her
proud head high In the air. T am so sorry.”

8o am 1.

“and I, too.”

Three faces bent over the cups which had
been filled up by the leader. Not a word
wis eald while the Hysons sipped and slpped.
When they lfted their eyes the chair re-
served for the belnted one was oecupled.

A palr of dark and dazzlingly penetrat-
ing oyes voved from face to face ns u soff,
soothing, suave voice uttered:—

“Pardon me for' this intrusion,- ladles:
please do not let me disturb you. I was pass-
ing by and the fragranoy of your ten grected
my mnostrils; I was thirsty, and I could not
resist the temptation to drop in and joln you
in a cup.”

YA man!'"

“It can't he!"

“Glrls, it Is & man!"

This last, very forcibly from the leader,
convinced the others that it was troe—a
real man had finally joined the sacred oircle,
and uninvited at that!

“Ladies,” said the stranger beaming af-
fably from right to left, *I am sorry for
once that I am but a common man; however,
if that dlsturbs you I can easBy arrange the
disagrceable matter.” 'The speaker waved
hils glender olive hued hands over the talle.
A tiny speck of some powdery substance fell
inty each eup, and a dense, mistlike wveil
arose between the Hysons and the strange
guest. When the astonished as well as
startled members recovered thelr composture,
lo and behold! instead of a man a bean-
tiful young woman occupled the chair. The
witehing fair one sald in swest tones:—

“Do not be frightened, dear Jadies; I have
not had an opportunity before for ever so
leng to joln your dear circle, I am s0 glad
that we are all here at last, A cup of tea,
dear Penelope.' i et

Penelope thought the stranger was some-
what familinr and gave her a sudden logk
of Ingqulry, The other smiled and sald:—

“Pardon me thea familiarity, dear Pénslope,
but we have been close friends for'so long,
you know. This tea Is perfectly exquisite;
¥you are a perfect tea brewer, dear. Amnother
cup, please.”

The pretilly rounded wrist and slender
hund were a-glitter with dlamonds as' thay
were extendad aeross the table. Penelope
rubbed her eves, s did the other astonished
members:. The leader of the Hysons was at
a loss for words. As for the others, ‘they
were dumb and could only gese at the beau-
tiful creatare who scemed go perfectly at
home In the ciréle,

Penalope aroused heraslf from the lethargy
that seemed Lo hold every fibre of her belng
and fAnally uttered:—

“If you have knovwn me for go long, why
have you not favoered me with the pleasure
of your cempany, Miss !

“Mrs,, if you please. One who 1s muny
thousands of yearsg old should be always ad-
dressed as Mrs. Neow, 1 will tell you all
something, if yoo will Hsten OCuriosity
tent them glose to the falr speaker, who re-
markad softly:—

“'he minlgter is engaged to the Snow zirl.
The reason why the curtains at the Brown
homis haye not besn moved to-day i bezause
the folks all went sway to the mountains
Iast nmight. Awflul, =o't its

“Sip! Sip! 8ip!™

“Wiell, T must be going, ladiss, T have had
a delightful time, and I hope to meet wou
all again.”

"’i:;“ut please leave ua your card before you
g0.

“Certainly; here It is; but kindly do mot
look at it until I go. Fapewell, 1 so!”

The pretty lady varnished as mysterionsly
as she eame. The Hysonis rubbed thelr eyes
ns they gazed from one to -the other. But
there was the card upon the table before
them. Penelope touched It and quickly
withdrew her hand and sald:—

“Hot as a poasi!"

Bhe flipped 1t over with a spoon. Printed
upon the card was the following, in blood-
red letters:—

“His Satanic Majesty.”

“1 knew I smelled brimstone.”

“And I, too™

But Penelope =ald not a word, She only
guzed into her cup and snlffed her fears {o
the wind sa she stirred, stirred, stirred.

i

Perplexity in Pants.
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Tallor Bird—That’s the way it is vwhen vou have a family of

boys.
I've made.
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Every one of them is erying for the first pair of breeches
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The Pink of Perfection.
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THE UNLUCKY CORDIAL :
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Wiiliam J. fon

With Profuse Apologies to James Lane Allen,

HAVE forgotten Natore. Blue Grasa
Kentucky is g0 chuck full of art. July, now
nearly gone, hns passed—softed swesiness
and ablaze with light. Time has swept on,
the world has run round, sut I have stood
motionless, abiding the hour of my mar-
riage as 4 tree the season of 1t leaves. 1
don't suppose I eould have done otherwlse,
a& bridezroom hayving so very little to say
about his wedding.

However, after the coeremony 1 hope {p be
somebody and have some volee |7 the family.
When Georgiana confessed her love T had
supposed the confeasion to mark the end of
her elusiveness. When, later, she presented
to me the symbel of a heart pierced with
needles 1| had ‘taken it for granted that
henceforth she would setile down into gome-
thing ke a state of domestication, growing
less ke o swift and more ke o len. But a
man makes a mistake when he takes any-
thing for granted if a woman has hold ef the
other end of . Georgluna is no hen. 1 have
baen called an old rooster, but that doesn’t
affect Goorgiana's status &5 'my wife to be.
I took possession of her vow,; not of her. The
privilege was meraly given to alant my flag-
gtaff on the unecerlain edge of an unknown
land, and 1f she wants to haul down my
flag at any timashe doas i, and I don't dare
to shoot Wer on the spot. Of course, as a
Kantuckian, 1 carry a gun, but of what use
18 it at such & moment as this?

Georgiana does not play the planoforte, or,
as Mre, Winters would say, she does notl
perform upon the Instrument, Her sister
Bylvia does. Thank heaven I am not to
marry Syivia! Love has it limitations,
Nor does Georgiana sing o company in the
parior. Thal 1k also a ¢comfort—not only to
me, but to the company. But Georgiang 1
hawe never known to sing except when sew-
ing and alone, as the way of women often
is, 8he was not aware that I heard her, or
1 am sure she woulll not have sung. Bhe
knows™I have a sendlllve ear, and she ls
very kind.

One morning not long ago wilh a sort ol
pitiful gayety her song ron In the way of
siying how we should gather our rosebuds
as wo may. The warning could not have
bean addregsed to me. T shall gather mine
whila I may—the unrifled rose of Georgi-
ana's llfe, heart and spirit, “No bouguets™
is not my watchword,

Natufally she and I have gvoided the sup-
ject of the Cardinal, but to the tragedy of
his death was Joined one circumstance of
such coarse and hrutal unconcern that It
had left me not only remnorseful but resent-
ful. As we gat togethor tlg other évening,
after one of those mint julops that =0 often
rome between us, 1 could no Jonger forbear
to face an understanding.

“Georgians,’” 1 sald, "do yon know what
became of the redbird?”

Unwittingly the ecolor of Teproach must
have lain upon my words, for ghe answered
sulekly, with ¥el more In hers—

“I had it buried."”

It wae my turn to be surprised. I had
seen evidence to the contrary, A woman will
not tell a fib when she knows she will be
caught in it

“Are you sure?" T inguired.

“I am sure that I am spre. 1 told them
where to bury it. 1 showed them the very

spot—under the cedar, They (old me they

had. Why?"
| thought It Vetter that ghe should lesyn
the truth,

“You know we can't trust negrdes, They
disobeyved you. They lied to vou. They
nevar buried it. They threw It on the ash
plle. The pigs tore it Lo pleces. I saw them.
They werse rooting at it and tearing it to
pleces.'”

“Oh, the rooters!” she cried.

8he had clasped her hands and turned
toward me In acute distress. After a while,
with her face aside, she said slowly:—

“And wou have beliaved that I knew of
this—that I permitted 1t?”

“I. have helieved nothing.
to understand.”

A few minutes later she sald, as If to her-
gelf:—' 'Many a person would have been only
too glad to beleve I and to blame me."
Then folding her hends over one of mine,
she zaid, with tears in her eyes:—

“‘Promise me—oh, promise me, Adam, untll
we ars married, and—ves, after we are mar-

I have waited

ried—as Jong as 1 live, that you will mever
believe anything of me witll you know it Is
troe."”"

“1 do promige, dear, deay, dearest one,” I
cried, trylug to draw her to me, but she
would mot permit it. Georgiana fs almost
pernlekity shout some thinss. “And you?”
I murmured,

“I shall never misunderstand,” ghe replied,
ag with a flash of inward Mght. ‘9 know
that you can never do anything that will
make .ane think leas of you." ;

I did not respond, but deep In my Heart T
Siw graven in golden ilstters what every
husband should have emblazoned there:—

“And if 1 do, dear, you bet I'll never lot
you know 4 thing about It Wot om your
blegsed tintype'

An Il of a Summer Sunset

A commonplace young - pl;

A decidedly ture young ginl;
Stay-at-Yome-night
Do-what-1s-right

Help-her-old-mother young girl.

A hard-to-find young girl;
A regder-of-facts young gisl:
An extra-postical,
Antl-estheticnl,
Care-nothing-for-novels soung girl,

A minus-her-rouge young girl)

A show-all-her-bralus young giy],
With an unpowdsred face,
One that don't leee

A dress-for-her-bealth young girl.

An up=in-the-marning voung girl;
A help-with-the-work voung girl;
One that can rub,
Not afraid of the tub,
A roll-up-her-sleeves young girl,

A quist end modest soung girl;

A sweet and pure young zinl;
Au ugright, ambfilous,
Lovely, delielous,

& pride-of-the-home voung girl

A remarkably scarce young girh;

A very-mucli-wanted young girl;
A truly Ametican,
Tog-utterly paragon,

The kind-that-I-llke young girl.

WiLL M., CLEMENS

The Other Kind,

“Young Lpwyer Cheatum put ih a hill for
§5,000 for seltling old man Moneybags'
estate."”

. “Why, I thought he said It was a labor for
ove™

*He was planning to marry the widow
then. When she eloped with young Skylark
he explained that his labor was fop lave—of
money."

Doctored Sugar,

"I sce now a doctor is claiming that we
ought to eat a certaln amount of sangd.”
“T'll bet he's in with my grocer.”

Adjustable,

Reporter—At times I find that I must carry
my copsclence with my heart In my sleeve,

Reader—You take off your zoat when you
worite, don't you?

Nemesis,

“It's stranse about Mymes. He married Lo
gst away from o boarding house,™

“And what of that®™"

“Well, now his wife has to run one In
order to keep the family.”

No Reason.

Husband—Why 'do you refuse to go with
me to the opera?

Wife—Because I have ho gown.

Hushand—That's no reason,
others there with even iess on.

Tou'll see




